
BOOKS1 FOBi THE SUMMER
UNDER THE CRITIC'S EYE

Miss Cally Rylaml's Story,
"Daphne find Her Larl''; It

Is Interesting and Writ¬
ten in the Author's

Best Style.

"THE MAGNETIC NORTH"

A New Book, by the Author of
"The Open Question".The
Mid-Month Magazines.Au¬
thors and Book Notes.

DAPHNIE AND HER DAD. By lt. J.

Lagen and Cully Rylnnd. Frontispiece
by Eliot Keen. Published by' Henry
Holt & Company, of Boston, For sale

by the Bell Book & Stationary Co,
The appearance in ..the bonk market of

a volume with Miss Kylnnd's signature
ns collaborator, arouses no small degree
of Interest ln Richmond, whoro this clever
authoress has nn acknowledged reputa¬
tion and a large coterie of friends and
admirers.
The story of tho book Is a love story.

It Is told In lottern. ' Any one acquainted
wllth IMlss Rylaim's stylo will Identify
her as Daphne's "bud." Then perforce,
one Is to be mado acquainted with M. J.
Lagen as "Daphne."
One gather from the letters that

"Daphne," as tho editor of a"Woman's
Page." In a. Philadelphia paper, commend¬
ed herself by virtue of originality and
ferllllty ill resource to M'iss Rylnnd. who

expressed her commendation and thanks
for clippings' used In the following lines:
"To Daphne, praise.compelling ungo,
Whoso ,wtec and -witty Womun's Fago
May sco Its fea lures from nl'ar
Keflocted In "Tlie Evening Star,"
The scribe, with thankfulness Imbued,
Herewith expresses gratitude."

"Daphne," In tho person of M. 3.

Lagen, replied by a note of thanks to

the compliment contained in the verse.

and so
' tho correspondence wns began

nnd the lottern indited, that run through
the pages of a very quaint and highly
romantic piece of realism, If there he
such a. tiling, for of the hook romance
there is no doubt, nnd tho fiction of It

is undoubtedly realistic.
Tho thing which chiefly strikes the

reader Is tho mnnnor In which Miss Ity¬
lund, as tho "had,", docs her wooing by
letter. She glides into niitnly inpersona-
tlon so easily, she Is nt once so delicata
und leiidcr tinti yet so ardent a lover,
that one yields to the glamor of her pen
nnd Is quite ready to believe her, for
tbe time being, the character in which
she chooses to masquerade,
"Daphne" Is equally mystifying nnd of

course appeals equally tt» tho Imagina¬
tion. The first of tho series of letters Is
written March 10th, 1003. Tho last is

dated July 30th, of tho same year, and
brings tho book to a wholly surprising
conclusion.
As to what Is revealed in the letters, I

as lo the. question of whether "Daphne"
believed her "Lnd" to bo a lad; until two

hitherto revealed to each other only
through the medium of correspondence,
stood, ?...-é to fuce. are matters for each

-..Cto.«.e,ti· to determine.
But It stems better to take tilings hero

nt '.hoir fico value. The very genuine
noi«· of vividly awaited tenderness which
embodies the charm of the letters would
lose Its freshness and force. If ono be¬
lieved that each word in them was writ¬
ten only for a purpose.that of publica¬
tion.

it is a finer and a higher standpoint In
interpretation to discard all personality
and environment, to look upon Richmond-fa
newest literary sensation as il "Daphne,"
elusive like her shadow In Grecian «lays\
of old. were simply "Daphne" and hor chi¬
valrous lover just the "Lad who, in tha
cmi. reaches high for the "Daphne" In
the moon, and crìi s olii p la pain when
he iinds his. hands and in:, heart left
empty, and "Dapb.no" still a prisoner in
the region of extinct volcanoes and burn¬
ed out passions.

C3BC53Ë3 tr·*^*
THE MAGNETI«" ?????. By Eliza¬

beth Robins. Published by the Freder¬
ick A. Htokesjjt Viijipujiy. of Now York.
For saie by,(t,he,Ji«ll Book & Stationery
Company. J

A few years ago "The Open Question1·'
brought Miss Robins ila a young author.
into literary prominence at a bound.
Tho book touched upon the most vital

Issues of life, and aroused discussion
wherever it was retid. Those who dis¬
approved It.and thoy wen· many.could
not deny its extraordinary power, mid
the great future promise of Its author.
"The Magnetic North" Is written along

entirely différent lines, but its nppeal Is
quite ¡is insistent. Tho Klontlyke Is the
background which Miss Hobins has ro.

Gently chosen; and nil the color and plc-
tmestilioness of tho land, where Iti re¬
cent years morn tragédies have been en¬

acted, nnd more lives wasted than any¬
where «--?µ,, |ñ America, have boon called
Into requisition ami made ro serve tho
purpose of a worker In notion who in
expression is thoughtful, analytical and
filled with the knowledge of tho ends
and aims of life in all classes and na¬
tionalities.
The snows of the Klondyke, Its hard¬

ships, Its iiurprises, It:· biting cold, Its
allurements and its dangers have been
written before and will be written ngaln
MlBS Robin's book dorili noi sr, much
with the KJondyke it lelf, as with the
life In which It abounds, with its mis¬
sions, Its miners and Its Peynteut Indian
types.

It deals with a little winter ramp which
I» described beside the frozen Vukoni
with the different character« of the
men around the flro of the log
cabin In winch tin. "Roy" nnd the Ken¬
tucky "Colonel" at«- the hosts; with tho
·, '¦·.· hot with tho fever, the restlessness
ana the doubt« Of youth; with the
''Colonel full to the brim of fho klnffnese,
th«· gentlenei-s and the charity which

·,·:,', engenders; with the J.-sult
·· rhnod mid eUterhnod a.I the Mission

Of | in,., with ? l\ ln|; Ihe waif,
. f N. hol the Mtute, to say nòth-
h o| the Pi Ini <·-¦» nothing of
". p camp; nothing of the < nd
that une. when the Kentucky Colone)'».

·¦ ?··· d In death, and hie grave was

mado In tho old mooae rasturo beside
Ihn Yukon.

All lliese things go In to tho shifting
scenes of a book thnt stirs tlio minds of
renders nn with a trumpet call, and in¬
fuses into the itnitginntlon tho tätiigulnr
vitality of a.literary artist who wins her
effect at first hand and with cleat-, oleati,
bold strokes, every .one of which muBI
tell,

GÉCESXCP-C
OLtVia LATHAM, By ?. li. Voynich.
Published by Ltpplnoott & Company, of
Philadelphia. Por siile by Uie Bell
Book & Stationery Company.
It Is sometimes a. misfortune for a wo¬

man's great book to be the llrst by which,
she Is well known. Because nlways af¬
terwards, her work Is Judged by compari¬
son. And a high standard is a difficult
thing to write up to.
Mrs. Voynich's "Cladfly" wns a book

about, which even new people havo
scarcely left o(T talking. "Olive Latham"
seems almost colorièifl \hen one remem¬

bers tho glowing passion nnd tlio eternal
protest of the former hook.
This later ono is painful nnd drenry In

Its pnlnfUlness. it is a monotone Not
memory that one cannot help but feel Is
m useless nnd misery that need not havo
existed,
U begins nnd ends In sorrow and, aa

far as ono can Judgo without' an object
or a recompense for the sacrifice of a

woman's love nnd youth and for her cut¬
ting oft herself from her homo and
fi lends.

C*Ää___S^.
THU WOMAN WITH THE FAN. By

rtobert Hieben;*. Published by the
Predorlck A. Stokes Company, of New
York. For salo by Ilio Bell Book A
Stationery Company. ,

Mr lllchens is considered to be ono of
the new lights in literature, to bo a writer
of 'Strong nnd purposeful fiction. His
"Woman with the Fan" deals with a

phase of English society In high life and
has for Its main character, Lady Holme
ant*., Robert Carey, an Englishman, who
loves her. , ,

Tho story of these two is carried on

through the fall and redemption oC botti,
Hip woman being ?roused to a sense of

higher nnd better things through nn ac¬

cident which deprived her of her beauty
and the man because ho loves the woman

and saves himself from himself for tier

The book has Its merits, but it is

scarcely pleasant reading.

Giiiliji-a k.W.j-»-'"

Books for Summer Reading.
Just now, when every ono Is planning

his or her vacation, travellers to nioun-

tain*! seashore, or country want to know

what books to take with them. Tho fol¬

lowing books, widely different in char¬
acter, aro among tho best new novele,
and each Is full of entertainment and
amusement.
Tlio events in "Tlie Crossing," the new

novel by Mr. Winston Churchill, author
of "Richard Carvel" and "Tho Crisis,"
tako place in tlio wilderness from which
havo boon carved tho States of Kentucky,
Tennessee. Ohio, Indiana, and Illinois,
David Ritchie, its hero, grows up in
North Carolina, crosses the Bluo Rldgo
with tlio American immigrants of 1777
into the Great Wilderness, fights British
and Indians, and goes with George Rog¬
ers Clark and ids men to Kaskaskia and
to Vinceniiès, where they trap the Ilrlt-
Ish General Hamilton, "The Halr-Buycr."
David's later adventures carry him to St,
Louis und down the Mississippi to Now
Orleans, where he finally wins the beau¬
tiful Helene. Many charming women be¬
sides tho heroine appear in tho bonk;
which overflows with tlio romance of
adventure, tho atmosphere of the woods,
and the spirit of tho American pioneers
who won tlio Northwest.
Mary Stuart Is the heroine of Mr.

.Maurice Hewlett's new novel, "The
Queen.- Qu.ilr"; which stands out among
the year's books by Its distinction, lt3
power, it.-- force, and its picture of Ufo
In a heroic age, Tho lovely Queen of
Scots still fascinates the world. Mr.
Hewlett'., book surpasses former attempts
to toll Mary's romaneo because ho has
sought to find out lier secret by finding
out lier heart. Miiry herself, magnetic,
beautiful, passionately ulivo, at hirst for
love, is tlie centre of a talo teeming with
interest, plot, and intrigue. It is a novel
of llrst-rnto power and interest,
"Tlio Singular Miss Smith," on the oth¬

er hand, is a bright, breezy story of a
beautiful heiress who thought sho would
lind out how working women live. Partly,
Mrs. Florence Morse Klngsley is poking
fun nt somo of the solemn undertakings
of women's clubs; but chiefly sho tells a

charming love story of the old-fashioned
sort, Miss Smith suddenly gives up her
investigation., ¡is to why girls would rath¬
er work in factories than in private
houses, because sho flnds herself confront¬
ed with a problem of very much more
pressing interest.
The best of tho summer books for a

man la "Tlie Merry Anno" by Mr. Sam¬
uel Mcrwin, who wrote that other virile
story of business life, "Calumet K".
which; by tho way, has Just appeared in
paper /"overs at 25 cents. "The Merry
Anne" is a fleet little schooner that car¬
ries 'lumber from port to port on Lake
Michigan, and Dick Smiley, her young
Captain, Is working hard to pay for her
and to win tho girl j-n Joves. Beveridge,
his rival for Annie's hand and a spy of
tho Revenue Service, finds smuggled li¬
quor's »hoard the. Merry Anno nnd tries
tri prove Dick guilty and to put him to
shame before Annie, Several exciting
voyages lead to the chase of tho culprits
through the wood« nf the northern penln.
stila. Mr. Thomas l-'ogarty has embel¬
lished the book with thirty attractive
drawings. ¦>

The hero Of Margaret Ifortnn Potter's
new novel, "The Flame-Gatherers," is
an Aral. Prince of the house of Asra,
who is captured In battle »,v Hie RftJah Of
Min.lii. Owing to nn ancient curse, tho
Asia "must die if love they cherish"
Ahalya falls deeply ln -.ve wllh Asra,
and the first part of the, tfilo relates their
growing love and Asia's fight for hor
against the Rajah's vialor. Asra gives up
his talisman against the curso to win
Ahalya; and how if all romes out must
bo loft to the loader, The action is con¬
stant, nnd Hie etory giows with life find
color and charm.
"The adventures of Elizabeth in Ru¬

gen
" ¡s even moro fascinating nnd

pl'iuant 'ban the same author's "Elisabeth,
and Her German Harden." Elleabeth

THE COHENCOMPANY
"Daphne and tier Lad," by fully Ryland and M. J. I.agan, 95c.
"The Castaway," oy llallie Krinlnu ltlves, Jl.

$1.50 New Publications, 8I.08 í
"Thè Frontiersmen," by filarles Kgbert fruddock.
.'Evelyn Bryd," by ? sorge Pary Ëggleaton..
"The Crouslnu," by Winston fhurclilll.
"tared in the Bone," by Tho«, Nelson Page. .

"The BUhop's CarrUfje," by Marian Miehelson.

33c for 81.50 Books i
Much of tin- recent fiction SUeJj as "Red Hock," "Right of

Way," and other well-known Boi)k*j.·nearly ¡¡no title·,

makes a driving trip of eleven days round
acrmany's largest Island, re aline h«
amusing adventures with people and ?lo-
turing the wnlcrlng place in tho IftlH or.

her sunny personality. But most of a I

It is the charming and gracious woman
herself who comes out in theso adventures
that gives the book Its special attrac-

"?'??? Woman Errant," Is partly based'
on a curious model soclnl phenomenon-
tho ehallengo of tho woman domestic "**

the woman errant. Bsrbnrn, Bvan nnd
tho twins, of course, renppear in this new

story by tho anonymous author of me
Garden of a Commuter's AVifc, ana
"People of the Whirlpool." It contains
among- its characters several young; wo¬

men who enter business life, not through
necessity, but for the sport of It, or for
extra pocket tiioney, earing IIHlo ns to
tho result of their action on others. It
Is less a garden book and moro a novel
than' its predecessors, but lt hns charm,
good philosophy, and Interesting cliar-
nctorn and incidents. The theme on which
it is partly based is being a great deal
discussed nowadays, yet it has been un¬
touched hitherto In fiction.

Magazines.
The July Smart Sot Is out, nnd hns the

following well-vnrled table of contents:
A Sense of Hnn»or, by Cosino Hamil¬

ton; Deceived, by f*. Decatur Smith, Jr.!
Beethoven's Sonata Appassionata, by
Arthur Stringer; Edward VII., Ambassa¬
dor, by .Sir Gilbert Parker, ?. P.; Types,
hy Madeline Bridges'; Reclamation Work,
by Barry Pain; Hnder Which King Ben-
zphlan? by Joaquín Miller; After Raven-
hoe, by Virginia Woodward Cloud; Ihe
Bishop's Son, by Knthryn Jnrboo; A
Character Skotch, by Frederick H. Pier-
son, Jr.; Concerning Tomltns, by John
Harwood Bacon; A Ballade of Lost Kiss¬
es, by Edward Barron; The Link, by
Stephen French Whitman·; ?? Cruche
Cassée, by G.. M. G.¡ "All Fot- One and
One. For All," by Dorothy Canfield; A
»lowing Song, by Cliarlotto Elizabeth
Wells; Tho .Suicide, by Agnes Russell
Weekes; Devotion, by Myrtle Reed; Cap-
.nblo »1rs. Crol lus, by Elizabeth Diter;
When Peggy Plays, by Herbert Grlssom;
Denis ReniVs Coup d'Etat, by Seumas
MacMnntis; The House of Life, by A· C.
Edwards; Love Versus Appendicitis, by
Henry C. Rowland; Tho Hunter of
Dreams, by John Jerome Roonoy; In
Empty Courts, by Nora »lay French;
Solitaire, by Chapín Howard; The Roy-
stono Bank Case, by Julian Hawthorne;
Lights, by Richard Sllllman Powell; The
Columbines, by Theodosla Garrison; Dora
Nani, by Robert Scheffer; The Veil, by
Elsa Barker; The Rift in tha Lute, by
Edward XV. Barnard; The World ot Play,
by Harold Fielding; A »Illllonaire Worm,
by James French Dorrance; A Woman's
Calculation, by J. L. Harbour.

Tlio July Harper's Bazar Is always wol¬
como, Excellent contributions are "Self-
Government in Women's Colleges," by
Alice K. Fellow3! '.'Imagination," by Mar¬
garet I Je land nnd articles on housewifery
and fashion,' by Josephine Grenier and
A. T. Ashmore.

GOSSIP IN
NEW YORK

(Special to The Tlmes-Dlspatch.)
NEW YORK. June 18.Becky Sharp Is

not dead; or, if she is, her prototype is
surely very much alive. There is in
Now York a certain amiablo and win¬
some gray-haired woman who seems to
have escaped tho pollco and tho press,
and yet sho has done more men and
women than ever fell victim to maculino
bunco stecrer. Llko tho redoubtable
Becky, she is an artist in her line of
business.whether lt bo as poet or priest¬
ess, or in' stocks or bonds, or as the
mother of a lovely son who has made a
fortune In South America, but lias not
yot realized his millions. B'g game and
little game, her snares have beer, set
for all alike, nnd young and old walk
Into the tolls. How she has managed to
keep on tlie free side of prison bars is
beyond the ken of every One but herself.
Hero, however, is one of her ruses when

the dogs of justice wero on her trail.
Slio became a wealthy Invalid, who for
quiet and caso sought a Woman's Clirls-
tlaiv Association Home. Once safely
within thoso walls, she kept her bed, the
brightest, the dourest of sweet old ladies,
Her various and inuch-d'scusscd
.¦plans for benefactions to tlie. institution
won all hearts. Her very perfection be¬
came lier own undoing, for admiring
Immun naturo could not hold tlie dear old
lady forever a secret within the four
walls of her room, One of her devotees
must tell a bosom friend downtown of
this paragon of tho home. The bosom
friend listened and felt her memory stir
as to another Just such prodigy of good¬
ness. Sho went to the homo, stood in tho
hallway nnd listened to the_ dulcet tones
before entering tho presence of the para¬
gon. She heard, she remembered, she
recognized the same siren tones that
had lured her and her friends to part
with good dollars for bad promises. That
erstwhile victim at onco exposed the
wolf lu the sheepfold, and tlie lovely old
lady disappeared on tlio run. Whoro she
Is now known neither police nor Wo¬
man's Christian Association Home, but
her various victims aro still telling tho
story.

Freak Epidemic.
Such nueer freak epidemics strike the

hoodlums of New York at times, Just
now that rowdy element is possessed of
a missile-throwing devil. Street cars and
automobiles are the red rags which in¬
furiato tlio beasts,
No man run account for It, but the

fact remains that in certain sections of
Manhattan Island anything that goes
on wheels, without a horso for motive
power is apt to become the victim of as¬
sault. Recently, up on Wash.ngion
Heights, an eminently respectable quar¬
ter, thirteen young vandals were arrested
in one evening, for throwing stones nt
passing street-ears. And hardly a day
µ?ß« by without some automobiles being
stoned, egged, or canned, by th<«o senil-
sn vages.
Brooklyn, too, has troubles of hor own.

The rowdyism on the Coney Island ears
which so outraged publie decency last
year Is breaking out again. In the form
outbreak ??? V. M. C. A. and other such
athletic, association« enlisted' volunteers
to rid·* nightly on tin* cars, and bring
their muscular ehi Islianlly to the assist
tain·«·) f.f lb.· conductors and inotoriiioti.
Thle year, the street Railway Companyhas employed sometuiiig like one hun¬
dred* young college athletes, giving them
us a vacation Job tjie delightful task of
punching the heads of all rowdies who
are ioojtlng far Irouble, The aim of the
company is that the toughs shall pa put.
niV the cai?, and licked after they are
off.'
Meantime, tbe jnssengvi'8 shall go on

in naact,
The Angel of the White Wings.
The sensational report that One-third

nf N'.'W Voik's ? l.v-thousaiid White Wings
e.s iho ??r.-et cleaner*" are called.were

111 with tuberculosis, ha« brought about
one good rt-iiiilt. Dr. Woodbury, the

MILLER $ RHOADS'S BOOK NEWS.
All tho latftst Rooks on date of pu1.1tcatlöft, at prices always the lowest,

TMIO NEW ONES ARE!
Bred In the Bone, by Thos, Nelson I The Queon'e Quali·, by Maurice Hew-
Page, leti.
The Oroealhfl, by AVInston Churchill. in the eiahop'a Garríase, by Miriam
The Colt, by David Gfnhntn.Phillipe. Mlchelson.

AT $+.08 COPY.
"Th«» Castaway," bv Hellte Ermine Rives, author of Hearts Courngcotis, 11«

luntrated In black nnd white nnd color, by Howard Chandler Christy; price
$1 copy, ? beautiful Christy poster free with each copy.

Îho book of the i'oflU ''Tattllnfle of a Retired Politician," by Forest Crls-
eoy, with 60 illustrai Ions, by John T. McCutcheoii! a collection of brilliant.
witty stories, a nnccdoto from real life, published at $1.60, our epoolal
price $1.06 copy.

POEMS YOU OUGHT TO KNOW
Whatever your ocaupation may be, and however crowded your hour«

with aflnlrs, do not fail to secure nt leant a íow minutos ovory day for *

refreshment of your inner life with ß bit of poetry..Prof. Charles Eliot

Morton._..,....___..
No. 215.

The Night Before the Battle oí Waterloo.
BY LORD BYRON.

"Chllde Harold's Pilgrimage" was written In the curly ps,rt of Byron's life. Tho
flrst cento of It wns published when ho wn« 21 years olii. Two days before thnt he
mntle hie first speech In the houso of lords. Ho spoko nu.-ilu.-.L a bill which would
Impose sovore ponti It tes upon weavers who litui broken Dio nowly-ltivcnted weaving
machine. As a result of lite publication or tin» first part nt "Cbllrle Hurolrl," Byron,
to us» hie own word9, awoko one morning and fourni himself· famous. Though poor
and loaded with dont, ho gavo to a frlnnrt tho Ì...n»Hl which lio received for "Chllde
Harold."' .There Is no real story to the poom of "Chllde ílnrold." It merely gives
the impressions of a voting man traveling through Europe. The word "cJilkte" mcann

the eldest son. Tho most time-honored pronunciation nf tho word Is "chilled" malting
It rhyme with "build." Tho battio of Wnterlno wns fought .Tune 18, 1815. Tho English
under Wellington rind tho German aillos under lllurhcr flnnlly and. decisively broke
Napoleon's power by the defeat lilDlctuil on him In this baltlu.

? HERE wns a sound of revelry by night,
And Belgium's capital had gathered then

Her Beauty and lier Chivalry, nnd bright
The lumps shono o'er fair women nnd bravo menj

A thousand hearts beat happily; and when
Music arose with its voluptuous swell,
Sofe eyes looked lovo to oyes which spake again, ,

And nil went merry ns a marrlago bell;
But hush! hark! a, deep sound strikes liko a rising kneel i'

Did ye not hear it ?.No; 'twas but tlie wind,
Or tho car rattling o'er tho stony street;
On with tho dnnco! let joy be tuioonnnen;
No sleep till morn, when ^Touth and Pleasure meet
To chase tho glowing Hours with (lying foot.
But hark I.that heavy sound breaks in once more,
As if tho clouds its echo would repeat;
And nearer, clearer, deadlier than bcforel

Ann! arm! it is.it is.the cannon's opening roarl

Within a windowed niche of that high hall
Sate Brunswick's fated chieftain; he did hear
That sound tho first amidst tho festival,'
And caught its tono with Death's prophetic earf,
And when they smiled because ho deemed it near,
His heart more truly knew that peal too well
Which stretched his father on a bloody bier,
And roused tho vengeance blood alone could quell:

He rushed into tho field, and, foremost fighting, fèlli

Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro,
And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress,
And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago
Blushed at tho praise of their own loveliness;
And thero was sudden partings, such ns press
The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs
Which ne'er might bo repeated: who could guess
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes,

Since upon night so sweet such awful morn could risei

And thero was mounting in hot haste: the steed,
The mustering squadron, and the clattering car,
Went pouring forward with impetuous speed,
And swiftly forming in the ranks of Avar;
And the deep thunder pcul on peni afar;
And near, the beat of the alarming drum
Roused up the soldier ere tho morning star;
While thronged tho citizens with torror dumb,

Or whiaporing, with white lips."The foel They como! they come!

And wild and high the "Cameron's gathering" rose,
The war-noto of (Lochici, which Albyn's hills.
Have heard, and heard, too, havo her Saxon foes:.
How in tho noon of night that pibroch thrills

Savage and shrill! But with the breath which'fill·
Their momitain pipe, so fill tho mountaineers
With the fierce native during which instils
The stirring memory of a thousand years,

And Evan's, Donald's fame ring3 in ench clansman's earsl

And Ardennes waves above them her. green leaves,
Dewy with nature's tear-drops, as they pass,
Grieving, if aught inanimato e'er grieves,
Over tho unveturning brave,->-nlasl
Ere evening to be trodden like tho grass
Which now beneath them, but above shall grow
In its next verdure, when tliis fiery mass

Of living valor, rolling'on tho foe,
And burning with high hope, shall moulder cold and low.

Last noon beheld them full of lusty Ufo,
Last ovo in Beauty's circle proudly gay,
The midnight brought tho signal sound of etrifo,
The morn tho marshalling in arms,.the day
Battle's magnificently-stern array!
Tho thunder-clouds doso o'er it, which whon rent
The earth iá covered thick with other clay,
Which her own clay shall cover, hen pod n nil pont,

Rider and horse.friend, foe.in one red burial blcntl

Thl« series began In The Timo»-.. Up«, teli Sunday, October It. 10O3. One i* pnbllibcd each day

A*'

Street Cleaning Commissioner, 3'iiew of
course that no such large number of his
men wero ill from any cause; but he hns
set oil foot an examination nf every min

In the departmontr About thirteen per
cent, of the 1,360 cart drivers havo been
on ilio sick list for a longer or shorter
time, within the past five months, all
with some form of pulmonary trouble,
but only one-tenth with tuberculosis.

Still, the percentage Is very heavy, ond
Dr. Woodbury is a humane nnd enlight¬
ened man. He Is anxious to prevent
mortality among bis force,, and to that
md he is planning to establish a sani¬

tarium in tho Adlrondacks where ho will
send all consumptive White Wings, keep¬
ing them there at his own personal ex-

p. n-·.-. it is a large-herated and large-
minded charity, and Dr. Woodbury will
deserve till iho help that' he may need
in carrying out his plans. He is verily
an angel wltlí White Wings.
Meantime, thoughtful men are thinking

that wiitle cleaning the streets 's a P1'1'"
llous business, there ought to be cleaner
si reels nnd more men to do the work.
1'erhnps, then, the sick list would bo

shorter, and ¡hire would be fewer germsto prey upon humanity, whether that
humanity be "white-winged" or In cit¬
izen's dress.

A Central Park Incident.
The average New York fiat with the

average family occupants is evidently not
the moat satisfactory place for love-mak¬
ing, This is the explanation charity of¬
fers for the amount of ..'courting" one
sees constantly In Iho parks. To the
young Allss who has a parlor all to her-
self In which to entertain her callers,
the flat girl's fato must (teem hard. The

'flat girl manifestly prefers to have her
love-making carried on before the cal¬
lous eye of the public rather than the
curious eye of hoc small brothers and
sisters', hence she chooses the benches of
the parks. CnetraJ Park, particularly
has u visible Cupid perched" on vvwy
beni iv
No»·, Central Fnrk Is nlso the rendez¬

vous of nil students In search of Inter-
osllng studies. Their permits to sketch
in Ihe park grant them, "tho privilege üt
sketching: any and all animals,'*

A certain ambltlona nrt, student, one
tiny not Ion« ngo, wandering nbout Ihonó
syilmn glades pkeich-bonk under arm,
spied fmo nf those romantic-looking coup*,
lee sented beneath a wlfd.nrla nrlinr. Pln-
'fieonclnglierselt in a pnsltloit whore she
oould seo nnd not be seen, our artist ob¬
tained just Ilio Hturty alio lbngod for.
Just, as she wns pul ting In the finishing
louches, the ootiplo became aware of her
presohoo. They mse Ip great Indignation,
tho girl as sho flounced nwny turning io
remark over her nhottlder "such eheek!"
The artist could afford to smllo In tri¬
umph, But In telling tho ntöry nfter-
wiirds, she .remarked that porhn.ps when
tho authorities granted her that permit
to sketch the animals In tho park, lt did
bot occur to ihom that perhaps the ani¬
mals thomeelves might object.

Notes and Comments. '

»1rs, John D.'Ronkefoller evidently doe*·
not ngreo with Russell Sago In his no
vaco tinti dictum. Mrs. Rockefeller re¬

cently gavo her housekeeper a trip to
Europe, paying nil oxpenses. Snld house¬
keeper had been In »1rs. Rockefeller's
employ for 20 years,

Pu and Depew and othcrf* of tho puis¬
sant dignitaries hereabouts havo been
together tnstlng the puerile joys of
Coney. Orient and Occident become
brothers in that G? nimm lltllo pleasure-
ground, By tho way, there in no record
of Princo Pli's having investigateli any
of the churches during his «.merlcan
? ght-seeing. Ho It mny be Inferred thnt
pulpit nnd Pit nre still wide npnrt.

Dr, XV, M. Swingle, Superintendent of
Hie public schools In Orange, New Jersey,
under Now York's very eye, is guilty of
the inhumanity of making the boys of
his school wenr tholr coats even in tho
hottest Weather. If Dr. Swinbglo had a

sheep, would ho not. give It a summer
shearing? If ho bad a dog, would bo not
clip It? Why should the ¡mimai boy swel¬
ter nlone?

Singularly enough, at Newport, where
society is now getting ready to disport,
the favorite beverage Is old port, and
titles of nobility aro tho favorito Im¬
port, At least, such is tho report.

It Is rumored· that Collier's Weekly Is
In receipt of 18,000 stories submitted for
tin· prize-competition offered the public
and closed Juno Int. One's sympathy
goes out to tlio readers, who are to pass
upon that mass of copy.
A certain Now York woman chancing

to see ono of theso manuscripts before It
wns sent in, encountered this thrilling
dialogue:

"I lovo you, Marian; will you be my
wife?"
"Do you realizo the momentous ques¬

tion you are asking me, Harry?"
"I renllze that my happiness depends

upon your answering me now."
"Let lt bo to-morrow."
"At our horse-back ride?"
"At our horse-back ride."
And yet, that author submitted thc

manuscript cheerfully nnd hopefully.

THE CHURCH BELL.
Written from a Village in Kent, By
LADY HENRY SOMERSET.

.FEW years ago the curfew

j still rung In our village, till
I some modern person who

liked new ways and despised
tho old convinced the village

that the practico was absurd. But tlio j
bell, though-It no longer rings to tell
us to cover our lights, rings to tell us |
more Important things.
Every morning tho old ringer comes

frorti his littlo red roofed cottage among
the fields, to see if the bell must bo
rung; every evening ha comes on tho
samo errand. Tho village Is a small one,
lying high up In the hills, surrounded
by green fields and pino woods, and bathed
In clear irceli air. So the bell is not
often needed. Only about onco In tho
month we hear Its loud sonorous voice,
telling us that another soul lias gone
home to God.

1 know nothing more solemn than the
sound of that bell, nothing more beauti¬
ful than the Idea that calls for its ring¬
ing. Tho modern man who laughed at
our curfew told tis that the passing bell
was runs originally to scare devils away,
perhaps like the Chinese custom to scare
the dead man's soul from the village.
Well, why not; why not try to Bcaro all
horror nnd fear from a lonely soul, going
out Into the unknown? Why not scare
the soul away from material things out
into the Kroat peace beyend?
But even if the modern man wore

right, we, too. here in the village, are
right in loving the bell, for if lt was onco
a symbol of our seltlsh horror of death,
by and by it became a symbol of our
reverence nnd pity for tito dead.
The village is so old. bo unspoilt by

modern notions, that still, as In bygone
days, the sound of tho passing bell brings
tho folk to their doors.
Some ono has gone; who is it? The

question is asked In awestruck tonee nnd
answered quietly. Generally It is some
old body that has died, pome one who
has seen his tliroc-scoro years and ten,
and, tired now, is glnd to rest. It is of
him the peoplo think, "Poor old aoul, he
has gone."
In watching them, my mind haa slip-

pel back a few hundred years, and in
Imagination 1 have seen tho forebears
of theso kindly neighbors, just tlie same
sort of peoplo with tho same interests
and occupations, called to their doors by
tho passing boll, make tho sign of the
cross, and whisper piously, "Mny the
souls of tho faithful departed through
the mercy of God, rest in peace."
This was surely the Christian uso nf

the hell. It sounded through tho vlllngo
and across the fields, nnd up tho elopes
of tho neighboring hills, to tell us that
a soni had gönn home to God. A poor
old soul, perhaps, a soul that had tolled
und labored, loved and prayed, one who
had been among us in the harvest fields
or by tho Winter Are. but now ho had
gone out olone.
Perhaps in those yearn bo had dona

many things tn be ashanwd of, many a
thing to make him dread his Journey.
How could he help but fear? So th* bell
rang, to toll us all to stop our work for a
moment, stop our laughter and play and
pray for tha old neighbor, gone 'with
all his faults and failures to stand be¬
fore God's great white throne. How
tragic that bell can bo, *noW good for us
to bo reminded of life's great tragedy

Tlio other day, as I was going over'the
hill, I met the little sahvant from a fnrm
on the outskirts of the parish, running
down to tho village with a white, scared
face. Beforo I got to the top of the hill
I heard what bad been her message.
Across ilelds from the square gray tower
below came the slow, solemn voice of tlie
bell. It seemed to fiil the little valley
and 1 knew, as I stood there thut the
village people were coming to their doors
to nsk who had gone. I knew, too, that
over there in Ihe farm, behind ine, a
woman was sitting desolate by the little
white body of ber dead child,
The bell had a new lone that day. It

did not call us to pray. The little child
soul that hud gone eould have no fear.
Tho bell was entreating us to pray for
tiie mother left behind, who now, at this
moment, while the sky was blue nnd the
sun shone on green ilelds, was alone in
Hint dark ngony, when Hod's face Is hid
for a season. When the body has gone
home, the bell rings a second time. It
marks the day of the funeral by tolling
early in the morning, and again ot fu¬
neral time.
Often as I have watched a little fu*,

peral procession goiiie soberly throngo

tho t,ulct street, "I have seen half In love
with ensfiil tlrnth," There Is nmiö öf
thai utrtty horror ot nnhlr, trappings which
we »till boo In cIlk'B. llevo nil Is rtlmplo
Rnd aulet. 'Che boll ring«, dlowly, nnd
slowly (he lltle handful of periplo enrry
their dead thrnutrh tho tpilet street In
the old Riny church.
Last week tho villano ragman tilt«!.

Old and cross, a lwRglci· at ft bnrgnlrt,
not many people wero sorry to seo him
go. I wns parsing by as thoy cnrrietl
Ills old body thnniKh tho lynh Bate, and
«ow tbo rector, with head uncovered,
lend tho way ncross tho cobbled path
to tho church «loor, Tho rector hue a
clear, slronn; voice. Across the church¬
yard and ? cross tho village miunre to
whore 1 stood 1 hfnrd the words!

"I nm Ihn ReBUröOtldlt and the Life,"
fcnlth the Lord. "He thnt bellovotn In
¦Me though Im wero dditl, yet shall ho
live, nnd whosoever llveth nnd bnlleveth
in Me shall never die." The little pro¬
cession was pitifully small, Tho old rag«
man had few friends, and theso wore
old ns lid, Just ft handful of bent men In
tholr Sunday clothes following tho cotiln.
"1 know tha( my Redeemer llveth." Tho
words came elenr over the still, Spring
nlr. My heart cricri out In gro.tltudo to
Cod that a ç.rosf-grc lucci old rngman
could ubare In that promis,«, and a few
moments Inter tho volco of the great
bell rang out Amen. s

C P. DEAK, No. 10 Governor Bl., Hlolnnond.
Vu,, Manufacturer «I perfect, accurato, love!
and truo Pool and Billiard Tabica al loweat
price«. Highest awards received wherever ex¬
hibited. Full and cotnplntn «Hock of all tha
vurloue grades Billiard and Pool Tablo «up-
pllca on hand rca4y for Immediato ahlpment,
auch ou Cloth, Malla, Cue«, Pocket»,·. Triangle«,
«lato Black Hoard«, for keeping account «it
game«; Bridge», Chalk, Cuo Tip», Oreen Court
?l»_.,er. Heul Needle«, Orcen Hewing Bilk 'for
ilepalnr·«. Torn Cloth, Itod heather«, Ureo»
tVoraled :Uiu Oreo'i heather Pocket», Black
Pocket-iron Leath'.r», Oreen Fringe, und all
tlo- various ???,,,.-i. ?·??·? «Izeu Pocket Irmi.', to lit
ill liny until·.· ot tublo: heather Jug« ami Jug
BallH, Billiard .Murker«, Ball «ml t-'u.» Back.',
Cue Tips. l.'lurnp». Brushes, lirltlge lloolie, Halt
IJoltti and Pocket Iron Bull«, Cliulk Holder*.
C'uiiiblniilloii Blocks to lit In Pool Tables fur
playing Ullllard game»; Ivory Pointu for
Cue«. Pool Hull Btuket?, Hubbar Cover« lor
covering table» when not In use. Dean'a
Double Action file· Hprtng Ituhber (.'unhlorui
are the truest, most pciteui and accurato made,
und will retain then· .peed, uuulity und per«
fioii.in lunger than uny other inuke.

If tilts CUKhlOn« on your la-bleu are dead of
alow laku lite ralla ufi, pack them In box hi.a
«hip them to me, und 1 will put a hoi uf th«
uliovo Cuahlons on and covar «ame with llrM-
hu·.t ¿loth, ull ready und completa to bu placed,

on your table for Immédiat« uio for .Sï.tVl. i
challenge the world to thu extern of um to
produce CuKhlonu thut will aurjiase them. Ola
Billiard aJid Pool Table« overhauled and put lu
perfect urdcr. Billiard Table« mado Into Bool
Table».
Manufacturer Bank, Office, Saloon, Drug,

Clothing and Jewelry «tura Fixtures; Paru¬
tion«, Counter« and Show Cases for all pur-
po»e«.
Bowling Ball«. Ten Tins, Foot Chalk.
Copper-lined Wash Boxe« for Boda Water

and Saloon Coutil (tra, full and complete Betr·
Drawing outfit«! L'liAN'ri Beer Cull Boxe« are
the beat-
Call or write for price«. Out-of-town order«;

will havo my prompt attention.
Bemiecifully, C. P. D3AX

No. 1(1 Oovotnor St.. Richmond. Vr»,

L.y s ri -uj
î ¡ 7 LJkaW SS.

PAYIH8 â LITTLE MORE
FOR IMITERML

than others pay enables us to give
a great deal moro aatlsfuction to
the customer than the super-eco¬
nomical dealer itela that ho can
ufrord to give.
Buying your ICTE CB..T3AM.

CAKES, BREAD. &c. here insures
your getting tho BEST that tt la
possible to mako. and at tho low¬
est prlco puro goods can be sold.

TRY US AND BE CONVINCED.

V.. J.

My men will be at your
houso on Monday morning
.weather permitting.and
will keep at work till the
job is finished. My prom¬
ises can bo depended upon.

If You Want to Be Cured of

CANCER, TUMOR OR
CHRONIC SORE

Without the Use of the Knife, Go to the

Kellam Cancer
Hospital.

There You Will Find What You
Are Seeking.A CURE.

Examinations Free at the ? spit Ì,
Richmond, V».

her»;
Many ¡itioil a» new. 1-1 of iriitntiiucttinrrj'pirrca. Imrr.tui·
»tick, fur frltrtlon I I I Muehim« »rrlpi ol on approvili. IÍ
you waul a HOOD typewriter CHEA«*, you'll and it lu re li
SOUTHERN S'J'AMl' AND tjTA'J'ION'EltY CO-
Kulirc liu^Jii,6«,'f«ivlvn-Su Muto, lltcuuiuuil, Y«.


